of her own soon." And old Adolf would grumble:
"Artful as a waggon-load of monkeys, these kids/'
It was at Wandsworth that I was finally caught
out. It was the largest and brightest branch of the
store in the district, and we had decided to carry out a
full-scale raid on it. There was to be no snatch-and-
go poltroonery; we were out to break all our previous
records. We had been there, I suppose, as much as
half an hour. I had slid seven or eight articles into my
little bag and the assistants' eyes remained as cowlike
and casual as ever. I felt triumphant, but the zest of
the artist possessed me. I would go one better, I would
make my haul up to a dozen. The girl at the toilet
articles counter was serving a bunchy old lady in
threadbare brown. I stretched out my hand quickly
for a bottle of eau-de-Cologne. Almost simultaneously
I felt a pair of eyes fixed on my back and a dry and
heavy hand descend on my wrist. And as my heart
jumped and the world stopped I heard a voice coarse
with venom in my ears: "Got you this time. In the
very act. Thieving little bitch I" It was the first time
that anyone but my mother had ever sworn at me.
The others heard and bolted for the door, I was
alone, and every eye in the shop seemed fixed on, me.
Time had changed down to a lower gear. Great gaps
yawned between the interstices of its jerking seconds.
The manageress, square-built, with malignant pale eyes
and a face of flabby bitterness, was still gripping my
wrist. Over my head she was telling one of the girls
to go out for the police and look slippy about it.
Through my mind from above thoughts, feelings,
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